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Trick Or Treat 


Author's Notes: 
Just a little, somewhat, crack fic | wrote around Halloween for my two faves. If you celebrated Halloween, | 


hope you stayed safe! 


Somehow Ihsahn roped Samoth into going trick-or-treating with him. 
He was sitting on lhsahn's toilet, watching closely as Ihsahn applied his make up. He still hasn't quite figured out 
what the fuck Ihshan was going as. His dark curly hair was pulled back in a ponytail as he worked the brush 


along his face. He gave himself deep cuts using make-up and fake blood that was laying around in his bedroom. 


Maybe "cut-up vampire"? 


"Sexy cut-up vampire"? 
Fuck. Maybe he should've said no. 


Finally Samoth just asks what Ihsahn is supposed to be. 


"Nothing in particular. Just.scary!" He laughs and shakes his hair loose from the hair tie. It falls beautiful down 
to his shoulders. 


"Your turn!" Ihsahn says happily. 
"| don't know..." 
"Come on.at least let me do something." 


Samoth sighs before nodding in agreement. Ihsahn starts to work applying fake blood and make-up on him as 


well. 

After about 30 minutes, Ihsahn get Samoth to stand in front of the mirror and open his eyes. 
"Ta-Dah!" Ihsahn is smiling proudly behind him, showing of his talented make-up skills. 

"Woah..l look." 

Freaky." Ihsahn finishes for him. 


"Come on, let's see what we can find to wear," Ihsahn exits the bathroom, practically jumping around as he 


searches his bedroom for clothing for him and Samoth. 


"Can't we wear what we have on?" Samoth chuckles as he sits down on lhshan's bed and watches his best 


friend frantically search for something. 

"Uh... like normal clothes?" Ihsahn asks confused while pushing piles of clothes around his now messy room. 
"I think we look scary enough to people in normal clothes," Samoth explains. 

Ihsahn stands up straight with a sigh, "| guess so." 


"Just wear a lot of that glitzy stage show shit you like," Samoth offers him a smile, cracking a little of the 
fake blood near his mouth. 


Ihsahn nods and throws off his old and worn out t-shirt. He searches the piles again for his "stage clothes". He 
finds some outfits and throws some stuff at Samoth. 


They both change into the new clothes and go back to the bathroom. 


"We look like we always do.." Ihsahn half-pouts. 


"Do something with your hair," Samoth offers. He runs his hands through his own hair, messing up the long 


greasy strands and tangling them up, checking himself in the mirror with a smile of approval. 
Ihsahn gasped as he got the idea to put blood in it. 

"Pour some of that blood in my hair!" 

"What?" 

"Just do it!" 


Samoth complies and pours a little into the curly locks. Ihsahn tangles his hair and it makes his hands all 
bloody. 


"Better?" Ihsahn asked, turning towards Samoth. 
"Better," Samoth laughs. 


They leave lhsahn's family home and walk up the street as the sky is growing darker. A few of the street 
lights are on, making it somewhat easier to see as they walk. It's chilly, but nothing they aren't used to. 


They walk by a few kids with their parents and Samoth feels like shirking into the ground. 

"Why are you so embarrassed, Tomas?" Ihsahn asked when he noticed. 

"Cause, we're |b..1no one is going to give us candy." 

Ihsahn laughs, "so?" 

"So..? What's the point of going out? We could've stayed home and ate candy we have and watched movies." 
"| don't know. Maybe we could TP someone's house?" Ihsahn offers something. 


Samoth shrugs. He does feel a bit stupid being lb and trick-or-treating, but if that meant spending time 


outside of making music with Ihsahn, then he couldn't have said no. 
They walk some more until they reach a wooded area, 
Ihsahn walks ahead and goes between some of the trees, reluctantly, Samoth follows in his steps. 


Something in Samoth tells him to grab lhsahn's hand in the dark..so he does. 


"What?" Ihsahn whispers into the dark when he feels Samoth interlock their fingers. He doesn't pull away, 


though. 
"| don't know." 
Samoth doesn't really know what to say exactly, he just wants to hold Ihsahn's hand for some reason. 


He feels Ihsahn stop moving suddenly and braces himself for a punch or a verbal assault from his best friend, 
instead, he hears a soft-spoken voice. 


"Tomas 
"Yeah," Samoth answers just as quiet 

"Do you." 

It silent again, other than the wind moving the trees and shaking off their leaves. 
"Do you like me?" 


"Yeah, | think you're cool," Samoth lies, avoiding whatever Ihsahn is trying to ask him right now. He starts to 
walk again only to be stopped when Ihsahn pulls him back by their hands. 


‘No, | meant.do you LIKE me" 

"Uh." 

"Im just wondering." 

Samoth nods even though he knows Ihsahn can't see him too clearly. 

"| like you," Samoth admits. 

"Oh 

"Yeah." 

They stand their, Samoth uncomfortably as he waits for Ihsahn to say something.anything.. 
"| like you, Tomas. 

Samoth breaths in slowly and smiles a little to himself 


In the cover of the trees, Samoth leans in slowly to Ihsahn. His free hand find his face easily and kisses him 


gently on his lips. He can taste the disgusting fake blood on his lips, but still doesn't pull away. To his surprise, 
Ihsahn doesn't pull away either. 


They stand there, feet planted firmly on the ground covered with slick wet leaves and kiss for a few more 
moments before hearing some people walking on the sidewalk nearby. 


They part slowly, however. 
All Samoth can smell is Ihsahn's shampoo and the dense, wet forest. 


"Wanna go TP some houses and go to the cemetery?" Samoth asks, his voice above a whisper for Ihsahn to 


hear. 


‘I'd like that," he smiles and leans in to give Samoth one more quick kiss. 


